Science and Sound 
My Orlando plane continues from Atlanta so | have no reason 
to use the Woosh Robot, and don't think | will after this. 


As you probably know it plucks you from your seat and rockets 
you to one on your connecting flight. 


A guy in front obeys instructions, waiting with his elbows 
drawn in atop the carryon luggage on his lap. 


Resembling a cautious small town widow | think. 


The robot shoves down the aisle and grips him, turning him 
upside down to shoot to the exit and out. 


"It's squeezing my balls!" he bellows. 


My seatmate and | exchange discrete shrugs. "The vulgar, too, fly," 
| counsel. 


She proves more open. "The sentiment may be necessary, 
but not the language. Testicles has a perfectly lovely ring." 


